CHARLES,  LAUD AND WENTWORTH
my study this morning for a book to send you of a
like subject to that of the papers I had of you [the
manuscript of Eliot's treatise The Monarchic of Man],
but find it not.  As soon as I recover it, Pll recommend
it to your view.    When you have finished the other
part, I pray think me as worthy of the sight of it as
the former ;   and in both together Pll betray my
weakness to my friend by declaring my sense of them.
That I did see is an exquisite nosegay, composed of
curious flowers, bound together with as fine a thread.
But I must in the end expect honey from my friend.
Somewhat out of those flowers digested, made his
own, and giving a true taste of his own sweetness ;
though for that I shall awaite a fitter time and place.
The Lord sanctify unto you the sourness of your
present estate, and the comforts of your posterity.
Your ever the same assured friend,
Jo. hampden.'
c Hampden, July 27 [1631].  Dear Sir,—I received
a letter from you the last week, for which I owe you ten,
to countervail those lines by excess in number that I
cannot equal in weight.   But time is not mine now,
nor hath been since that came to my hands ;   in
your  favour,   therefore,   hold   me   excused.     This
bearer is appointed to present you with a buck out
of my paddock, which must be a small one to hold
proportion with the place and soil it was bred in.
Shortly I hope, (if I do well to hope) to see you ;
yet durst I not prolong the expectation of your papers.
You have concerning them laid commands upon me
beyond xny ability to give you satisfaction in ;  but,
if my apology will not serve when we meet, I will not
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